close, and at once passed into the Psyche music with a
little dance of little unearthly figures whose exquisite-
ness made the entire audience of twenty thousand people
spellbound. She heard no cough, no movement from the
vast crowd, nothing but the light footfall, the unearthly
music and Sosthenes' crayon on the vellum. Macedonia
had told her and had sung to her the flute motif which
preceded her entrance; she sat waiting for this, entranced
by what she saw, and finding little odd memories of her
friend coming out of their hiding-places. She had been a
little shy, skinny girl from the wilds, able to jump and
do hand-springs. What would the stage show? There
came the drum music, with the effects of distant thunder;
she had been told to get ready at this point. She looked
to her right, for the moment was near now.

"Watch'now," Sosthenes whispered; she was already
watching. The flutes took up their haunting cry, and in
an instant Psyche was floating on, and the men and
women were weeping unashamed in ecstasy; and Theo-
dora understood what had happened. That little wild,
skinny, shy girl had become the exquisite creature of her
century, supreme for lightness, charm and grace. No
wonder that this creature was beset. It was plain, now,
. why Antioch was wild with joy in her. Such a thing
was not seen more than once in a hundred years; and
those who saw her now saw the genius set forth with a
blending and fusing of all that was noblest in all the arts,
Genius was appearing in such a splendour as had never
before been seen upon the stages of the world. Mace-
donia had told her to watch everything she did and then
to bludgeon her for it. Watch everything. How could
she help watching? But how criticise or help this won-
derful thing? Theodora had danced; she had been
through the schools and learned the metier; and only
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